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R . M N . 


I "THOU God of power and God of love, 
Whoſe glory fills the realms above, 
Whoſe praiſe archangels ing ; 
And veil their faces while they cry 
«© Thrice- holy!“ to their God molt high, 
„ Thrice-holy !” to their King. | 


2 We too, poor worms of earth, would join 
In work and worſhip ſo divine 
O!] deign to bow thine ear: 
And ſend a ray of heavenly light, 
To ſcatter all our nature's night 
And in our midſt appear, 
A 2 
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3 Thee as our God wwe too would claim 


And bleſs the Saviour's precious name, 


Thro' whom this grace is giv®n 
Who bore the curſe to ſinners due, 
And forms their ruin'd ſouls anew, 

And makes them heirs of heav'n. 


4 The veil that hides thy glory rend, 
And here in ſaving power deſcend, 
Here fix thy bleſt abode 
Here to each heart thyſelf reveal, 
And all who enter cauſe to feel 
The preſence of our God. 


5 Here let thy Spirit's voice proclaim 


The glories of Immanutr*s name; — 


« The Lob in whom we live; 


© GoD the Repetmer! ſtrong to fave 
„From fin, from ſatan, and the grave, 


And waiting to forgive.“ 


6 The dead ſhall hear thy quick*ning voice; 


And mourners in the ſound rejoice, 
And learn celeſtial ſtrains ; 
Hell ſkrink appal'd, and yield his prey, 
His captives hail the goſpel day, 
And ſpring to burſt their chains, 


7 Touch with a living coal, O Lord! 


- 


Their lips who ſhall proclaim thy word; 
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Fill them with zeal divine: W 
Give them to glory in thy croſs, 
To meet, with joy, reproach and loſs, 
And ſeek no praiſe but thine. 


7 While earth and hell ſhall rage in vain, 
Here let thy goſpel firm remain, | 
Thro' time's remoteſt days. 
Thine is the pow'r, the work is thine z 
And, O! let all to thee allign \ 
The glory and the praiſe, 


HYMN, 


I BELOVED Saviour, faithful friend, 
The joy of all thy croſs's train; 
In-mercy to our aid deſcend, 
Or elſe we worſhip thee in vain ! 


2 Then let us feel thy pardoning love, 
And view thy reconciled face 
Yea, in theſe means thy preſence prove 
To bleſs a vile and helpleſs race. 


3 We gladly for thy coming wait, 
Seeking to know thee as thou art ; 
We bow as finners at thy feet, 
And bid thee welcome to our heart. 


H Y M N III. 


I COME, let us join our cheerful ſongs 
With angels round the thronez _ 
Ten thouſand thouſand are their tongues, 
But all their joys are one, 


A's: 
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2 hy the Lamb that died, they cry, 
| 0 be exalted thus : 
Worthy the Lamb, our hearts reply, 
For he was flain for us, 


3 Jeſus is worthy to receive 
Honour and power divine; 
And bleſſings more than we can give, 
Be, Lord, for ever thine, 


4 The whole creation join in one, 
To bleſs the ſacred name 
Of him that fits upon the throne, 
And to adore the Lamb. 


H Y MN IV. 


4. Now let us raiſe our cheerful trains, 
And join the bliſsful choir above ; 
There our exalted Saviour reigns, 
And there they ſing his wond'rous love, 


2 While ſeraphs tune th' immortal ſong, 
O may we feel the ſacred flame 

And every heart and every tongue 

' Adore the Saviour's glorious name! 


3 Were univerſal nature ours, 
And art with all her boafted ſtore ; 
Nature and art, with ali their powers, 
Would ftill confeſs the offerer poor! 
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4 Yet, tho' for bounty fo divine, PRI 
We ne'er can equal honours raiſe, * 
Jz$svus, may all our hearts be thrne, 
And all our tongues proclaim thy praiſe ! 


HT M N V. 


pu: 4 I WI ERE two or three, with ſweet accord, 
1 Obedient to their ſovereign Lok b, 

Ky Meet to recount his aQs of grace, 

z And offer ſolemn prayer and praiſe ; 


2 ** There,“ faith the Saviour, “ will I be, 
« Amid that little company; 
«© To them unveil my ſmiling face, 
And ſhed my glorics round the place.“ 


Wee 


3 We meet at thy command, O Lord, 
Relying on thy faithful word : 
Now ſend thy ſpirit from above, 
To manifeſt thy dying love. 


A 4 
1 TO Ged the only wiſe, 


Our Saviour and our King, 
Let all the ſaints below the ſkies 
Their humble praiſes bring, 


2 *Tis his almighty love, 
His counſel and his care, 
Preſerves us ſafe from fin and death, 
And ev'ry hurtful ſnare, 


l 


3 He will preſent his ſaints 
Unblemiſh'd and compleat, 
Before the glory of his face, 
| With joys divinely great. 


4 Then all the choſen ſeed 
Shall meet around the throne, 
Shall bleſs the conduct of his grace, 
And make his wonders known. 


5 To our redeeming God, 
Wiſdom and pow'r belongs 
Immortal crowns of majeſty, 1 
Andeverlaſting ſongs! 4 


R M N VII. 
I THE God of Abrah'm praiſe, eo 


Who reigns enthron'd above ; | 4%) 

Antient of everlaſting days, 65 
And God of love; | 5 
JEHOVAH, great I AM! If 

By earth and heav'n confeſt ; * 

l bow and bleſs the ſacred Name, * 
For ever bleſt. 7 

2 The God of Abrah'm praiſe, 4, 


At whoſe ſupreme command { 
From earth I riſe—and ſeek the joys 50 
At his right-hand: 15 


( 9 ] 
J all on earth forſake, 
Its wiſdom, fame, and pow'r ; 
And him my only portion make, 
| My ſhield and tow'r. 


3 The God of Abrah'm praiſe, 
Whoſeall ſufficient grace 
Shall guide me all my happy days 
In all my ways: 
He calls a worm his friend ! 
He calls himſelf my God! 
And he ſhall ſave me to the end, 
Thro' Jeſu's blood! 


4 He by himſelf hath ſworn, 
Jon his oath depend, 
I ſhall, on eagle's wings up-borne, 
To heav'n aſcend: 
I ſhall behold his face, 
I ſhall his pow'r adore, 
And ſing the wonders of his grace, 
For evermore. 


H Y M N VIII. 


I FROM all that dwell below the ſkies, 


Let the Creator's praiſe ariſe: 
Let the Redeemer's name be ſung, 


Throughevery land, by every tongue, 


2 Eternal are thy mercies, Lord; 
Eternal truth attends thy word; 


=> 
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Thuy praiſe ſhall ſound from ſhore to ſhore, 
Till ſuns ſhall riſe, and ſet no more. 


H YM N IX. 


I BEFORE Jehovah's awful throne, 
Ye nations bow with ſacred joy 


Know that the Lord is God alone, i 
He can create, and he deſtroy, : 

2 His ſovereign power, without our aid, ; 7 
Made us of clay and form'd us men: * 
And when like wandering ſheep we ſtray'd, 8 
He brought us to his fold again. 72 

3 We'll crowd thy gates with thankful ſongs, F 
High as the heavens our voices raiſe ;” Io 
And earth with her ten thouſand tongues 5 
Shall fill thy courts with ſounding praiſe. 55 

4 Wide as the world is thy command, 8 9 
Vaſt as eternity thy love; 15 
Firm as a rock thy tr'ith ſhall ſtand, * 


When rolling years ſhall ceaſe to move. 


| H Y MN X. 
1 (FRATEFUL notes and numbers bring, 
While Jehovah's praiſe we ſing: 


Holy, holy, holy, Lord! 
Be thy glorious name ador'd, 


. 


2 Men on earth, and ſaints above, 


Sing the great Redeemer's love; 
Lord thy mercies never fail, 
Hail, celeſtial goodneſs! hail. 


3 Though unworthy, Lord, thine ear, 


Our humble hallelujah's hear; 
Purer praiſe we hope to bring, 
When with ſaints we ſtand and ſing. 


4 Lead us to that bliſsful ſtate, 


Where thou reign'ſt ſupremely great, 
Look with pity from thy throne, 
And ſend thy holy Spirit down, 


s While on earth ordain'd to ſtay, 


Guide our footſteps in thy way; 
Till we come to reign with thee, -. 
And all thy glorious greatneſs ſee, 


6 Then with angels we'll again, 


Wake a louder louder ſtrain 
Then in joyful ſongs of praiſe, 
We'll our grateful voices raiſe. 


There no tongue ſhall ſilent be, 


There all ſhall join ſweet harmony : 


Then thro* Heaven's all ſpacious round, 
'Thy praiſe, O God ſhall ever ſound. 


Lord thy mercies never fail, 
Hail celeſtial goodneſs ! hail, 


H Y M N XI, 


'1 (GEORY be to God on high, 
God, whoſe glory fills the ſky 3 

Peace on earth to man is given, 
Man, the well-beloy*d of heaven, 


2 Sovereign Father, oper King, 
Thee we now preſume to ſing; 
Glad thine attributes confeſs, 
Glorious all and numberleſs. 


3 Hail! by all thy works ador'd, 5 

Hail! thou everlaſting Lord; A 
Thee with thankful hearts we prove, 

Lord of power, and God of love. 


4 Chriſt our Lord and God we own, 

_ Chriſt, the Father's only Son: 
Lamb of God for ſinners ſlain, 
Saviour of rebellious man! _ 


I FATHER, how wide thy Fory ſhines! | ; 
How high thy wonders riſe !. ; F 
Known through the earth by thouſand ſigns, 


H Y M N XII 
| By thouſand thro' the ſkies, * 
| 


1 
{ 2 Thoſe mighty orbs proclaim thy power; 
1 Their motions ſpeak thy ſkill: 
5 And on the wings of every hour 
We read thy patience ſtill. 


3 But, when we view thy great deſign 
To ſave rebellious worms, 
Where righteouſneſs and mercy ſhine 
In their divineſt forms : 


4 Here the whole Deity is known ; 
Nor dares a creature gueſs, 
Which of the glories brighteſt ſhone, 
The juſtice or the grace. 


5 Now the full glories of the Lamb 
Adorn the heavenly plains ; 
Bright ſeraphs chaunt Immanuel's name, 
3 And bring their choiceſt ſtrains. 


6 O may I bear ſome humble part 
In that immortal fong ! | 
Wonder and joy ſhall tune my heart, 
And love command my tongue. 


1 H Y MN XIII. 


: 1 QREAT Gon, to thy Almighty love 
F G What 3 ſhall we raiſe? x. 
Not all the raptur'd ſongs above, 
Can render equal praiſe, 
B 
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2 A!l nature owns his guardian care, 
In him we live and move; 
But nobler benefits declare 
The wonders of his love. 


3 He gave his ſon, his only ſon, 
To ranſom rebel worms; 
Tis here he makes his goodneſs known 
In its diviner forms. . 


4 To this dear refuge, Lon, we come, 
Tis here our hope relies; 
A ſafe defence, a peaceful home, 
When ſtorms of trouble riſe. 


H Y MN XIV. 


I Now begin the heavenly theme; 
Sing aloud in Jeſu*'s name: 
Ye who Jeſu's kindneſs prove, 
Triumph in Redeeming Love. 


2 Ye, alas! wholong have been 
Willing flaves of death and fin, 
Now from bliſs no longer rove, 
Stop, and taſte Redeeming Love. 


3 Welcome all by fin oppreſt, 
Welcome to his ſacred reſt ; 
Nothing brought him from above, 
Nothing but Redeeming Love. 
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4 When his Spirit leads us home, 

When we to his glory come, 

We ſhall all the fulneſs prove 

Of our Lord's Redeeming Love. / 


5 Hither, then, your muſic bring, 
Strike aloud each cheerful ſtring ; 
Mortals join the hoſt above, 

Join to praiſe Redeeming Love. 


H Y M N XV. 
1 GALVATION! o the joytul ſound, 


What pleaſure to our ears! 
A ſov'reign balm for ev'ry wound, 
A cordial for our fears. 


. o 


Glory, honour, praiſe, and piever, 

Be unto the Lamb for ever : 

Jeſus Chrifl is our Redeemer! 
Hallelujah! praiſe the Lord, 


2 Salvation! Let the echo fly 


The ſpacious earth around, 

While all the armies of the ſky 

Conſpire to raiſe the ſound, 
Glory, S on 
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1 
3 Salvation! O thou bleeding Lamb! 
To thee the praiſe belongs: 
Salvation ſhall inſpire our hearts, 


And dwell upon our tongues, 
Glers, Se. a 


H Y MN XVI. 


I REJOICE, the Lord is King 
Your Lord and King adore: 
Mortals give thanks and ſing, 
And triumph evermore. 
Lift up your hearts, lift up your voice, 
Rejoice, again I ſay rejoice. 


2 Jeſus the Saviour reigns, 
The God of truth and love : 
When he had purg'd our ſtains, 
He took his ſeat above, 
Lift up your hearts, &c. 


3 He all our foes ſhall quell, 
And ſatan's works deſtroy ; 
And every boſom ſwell 
With pure ſeraphic joy, 
Lift up your hearts, &c. 


4 His kingdom cannot fail, 
He rules o'er earth and heaven 
The keys of death and hell 
Are to our Saviour given. 
Lift up your hearts, &c. 


i © 29 "T0 
5 He ſits at God's right hand 
Till all his foes ſubmit, 
And bow to his command, 
And fall beneath his feet. 
Lift up your hearts, &c. | 


6 Rejoice in glorious hope, 
Jeſus the judge ſhall come, 
And take his pilgrims up 
To their eternal home: 
We ſoon ſhall hear th* archangel's voice, 
The trump of God ſhall ſound, rejoice, 


HY M N XVII. 


1 SHO OT, for the bleſſed Ia sus reigns, 
Thro? diſtant lands his triumphs ſpread: 
And ſinners, free*d from endleſs pains, 
Own him their Saviour and their head, 


2 His ſons and daughters from afar, 
Daily at Sion's gate arrive; 
Thoſe who were dead in fin before, 
By ſovereign grace are made alive, 


3 O may his conqueſt ſtill increaſe, 
And every foe his power ſubdue 
While angels celebrate his praiſe, 
And ſaints his growing glories ſnew. 
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4 Loud hallelujahs to the Lamb 
From all below and all above; 
In lofty ſongs exalt his name, 
In ſongs as laſting as his love. 


H Y M N XVIII. 


I ESUS, thou art our king, 
To me thy ſuccour bring 
Chriſt, the mighty one art thou, 
Help for all on thee is laid: 
This the word, I claim it now, 
Send me now the promis'd aid. 


2 High on thy Father's throne, 
O look with pity down; 
Help, O help! attend my call, 
Captive lead captivity: 
King of glory, Lord of all, 
Chriſt, be Lord, be King to me, 


3 Triumph and reign in me, 
And ſpread thy victory: 
Hell, and death, and {in controul, 
Pride, and wrath, and ev'ry foe, 
All ſubdue: through all my foul 
Conqu'ring and to conquer go! 
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HT MN XIX. 
I FATHER of our dying Lord, 


Remember us for good 
O fulfil his faithful word, 
And hear his ſpeaking blood ! 
Give us that for which he prays ; 
Father, glorify thy Son; 
Shew his truth, and pow'r, and grace, 
And ſend the promiſe down. 


2 True and faithful Witneſs, thou, 

O Chriſt, the Spirit give! 

Haſt thou not receiv'd him now, 
That we might now receive ? 

Art thou not our living Head ? 
Life to all thy limbs impart ; 

Shed thy love, thy Spirit thed, 
In ev'ry waiting heart, 


H T M N XX. 


I COME, Holy Spirit, come, 
Let thy bright beams ariſe ; 
Diſpel the ſorrow from our minds, 
The darkneſs from our eyes. 


2 Cheer our deſponding hearts 
Wich viſitations {weet 

Give us to lie, with humble hope, 
At our Redecmer's feet. 


1 20 J 


Revive our drooping faith, 
Our doubts and fears remove; 

And kindle in out breaſts the flame 
Of never-dying love. 


Convince us of our fin, 
Then lead to Jeſu's blood; 
And to our wondering view reveal 


The ſecret love of God. 


*Tis thine to cleanſe the heart, 
T' illuminate the ſoul ; 


_ To pour freſh life on every part, 


And new create the whole. 


W. 


HYMN XXL 


GUIDE us, O thou great Jehovah ! 
Pilgrims, through this barren land; 

We are weak, but thou art mighty; 

Hold us with thy powerful hand: 

Bread of heaven, &c. 

Feed us till we want no more, 


Open, Lord, the cryſtal fountain 
Whence the healing waters flow, 
Let the fiery cloudy pillar 

Lead us all our journey through: 
Strong deliverer, &c, 


Be thou till our ſtrength and ſhield, 
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3 When we tread the verge of Jordan, 
Bid our anxious fears ſubſide ; 

Death of deaths, and hell's deſtruction, 
Land us ſafe on Canaan's fide : 

Songs of praiſes, &c. 

We will ever give to thee, 


H Y M N XXII. 
1 Alt, O my ſoul, thy Maker's will, 
Tumultuous paſlions, all be ſtill ! 


Nor let a murmuring thought ariſe, 
His ways are Juſt, his councils wiſe, 


2 He in the thickeſt darkneſs dwells, 


Performs his works, the cauſe conceals ; 
But tho? his methods are unknown, 
Judgment and truth ſupport his throne. 


3 Wait then, my ſoul, ſubmiſſive wait, 
Proſtrate before his awful ſeat ; 

And *midſt the terrors of his rod 
Truſt in a wiſe and gracious Gov. 


H T MN XXIII. 


1 THOU very paſchal Lamb, 
Whoſe blood for us was ſhed, . 
Thro' whom we out of Egypt came; 
Thy ranſom'd people lead. 
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2 Angel of Goſpel-grace! 
Fulfil thy character, 
To guard and feed the choſen race, 
In Ifrael's camp appear. 


3 Throughout the deſert way 
Conduct us by thy light; 

Be thou a cooling cloud by day, 
A cheering fire by night, 


4 Our fainting ſouls ſuſtain 
With bleſſings from above, 
And ever on thy people rain 
The manna of thy love, 


H T M N XXIV. 


1 (QHILDREN of the heavenly King, 
As ye journey, ſweetly ſing; 
Sing your Saviour's worthy praiſe, 
Glorious in his works and ways, 


2 Ye are travelling home to Gop 
In the way the fathers trod ; 
They are happy now, and ye 
Soon their happineſs ſhall ſee, 


3 Shout, ye little flock,. and bleſt, 
You on JEsu's throne ſhall reſt; 
There your ſeat is now prepar'd, - 
There your kingdom and reward, 


— 


e 
4 Lond! ſubmiſſive make us go, 
Gladly leaving all below; 
Only thou our leader be, 
And we ſtill will follow thee! 


HT M N XXV. 
I THRO! all the changing ſcenes of life, 


Un trouble and in joy, 
The praiſes of my Gop will ſtill 
My heart and tongue employ. 


2 'The hoſts of Gop encamp around 
The dwellings of the juſt: 
Protection he affords to all 
| Who make his name their truſt. 


3 O make but trial of his love 
Experience will decide, 
How bleſt are they and only they, 
Who in his truth confide. 


4 Fear him, ye ſaints, and you will then 
Have nothing elle to fear; 
Make yon his ſervice your delight; 
Your wants ſhall be his care. 


MN N VI. 


1 THY ways, O Loxp, with wiſe deſign, 
Are fram*d upon thy throne above, 
And every dark or bending line, 


Meets in the centre of thy love. 


* 
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2 With feeble light, and half obfcure, 
Poor mortals thy arrangements view, 

Not knowing that the leaſt are ſure, 

| And the myſterious juſt and true. 


| 3 My favour'd ſoul ſhall meekly learn, 
| To lay her reaſon at thy throne 

| Too weak thy ſecrets to diſcern, 

| P11 truſt thee for my guide alone. 


| H Y MN XXVII. 


| I (FE necks in . 8 way, 
is wonders to perform; 

He plants his footſteps in, the ſea, 

| And rides upon the ſtorm, 


2 Deep in unfathomable mines 
Of never-tailing ſkill, 
He treaſures up his bright deſigns, 
And works his ſov'reign will. 


| 3 Ye feartul ſaints, frelh courage take 
Ihe clouds ye ſo much dread 
Are big with mercy, and ſhall break 
[| In bleſſings on your head. 
| 


| 4 Judge not the Lord by feeble ſenſe, 

| But truſt him for his grace; > 
Behind a frowning providence 
| He hides a ſmiling face, 


| IF > 
s His purpoſes will ripen faſt, 
Unfolding every hour; 
The bud may have a bitter taſte, 
But (ſweet will be the flower. 


6 Blind unbelief is ſure to err, 
And ſcan his work in vain: 

God is his own interpreter, 
And he will make it plain, 


H Y M N XXVII. 


I HOL Lamb, who thee receive, 
Who in thee begin to live; 
Day and night they cry to thee, 
As thou art, ſo let us be. 


2 Fix, O! fix each wavering mind, 
To thy croſs our ſpirits bind 
Earthly paſſions far remove, 
Swallow up our ſouls in love! 


3 Duſt and aſhes though we be, 
Full of fin and miſery 
Thine we are, thou Son of God, 
Take the purchaſe of thy blood. 


4 Boundleſs wiſdom, power divine, 
Love unſpeakable are thine ; 
Praife by all to thee be given, 
Sons of earth and 13 of heaven. 
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1 TESUS, lover of my ſoul, 

Let me to thy boſom fly, 
While the nearer waters roll, 

While the tempet ſtill is high; 
Hide me, O my Saviour hide, 

Till the ſtorm of life is paſt; 
Safe into the haven guide: 

O receive my ſoul at laſt! 


2 Other refuge I have none; | 
Hangs my helpleſs ſou! on thee: 
Leave, ah! leave me not alone; 
Still ſupport and comfort me: 
All my truſt, on thee is ſtay'd, _ 
All mine help from thee I bring ; 
Cover my defenceleſs head 
With the ſhadow of thy wing. 


3 Thou, O Chriſt, art all T want; 
More than all in thee I find; 
Raiſe the fallen, cheer the faint, - 
Heal the ſick, and lead the blind. 
Thou of life the fountain art, 
Freely let me take of thee: 
Spring thou up within my hearty 
Riſe to all eternity. 


a». 


H Y MN XXX. 


I WHEKE'ER, O Lord! we turn our eyes, 
Thy glorious footſteps ſhine; © © 
Wonders of pow'r and goodnels riſe, 
And ſpeak their ſource divine, 


2 While ſweet reflection, thro? our days 
Thy bounteous hand would trace; 
Still dearer bleſſings claim thy praiſe, 
The bleſſings of thy grace. 


3 Yes, we adore thee, gracious Lozp ! 
For favours more'divine; ' 
That we have known thy ſacred word, 
Where all thy glories ſhioe. 


4 Loxp, when this mortal frame decays, 
And every weakneſs dies, ES 
Complete the wonders of thy grace, 
And raiſe us to the ſkies. 


5 Then ſhall our joyful powers unite, 
In more exalted las . 
And join the happy ſons of light 


In everlaſting praiſe, + 
C 2 
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H.Y M N XXXI. 


I HO ſad our ſtate by nature is, 
Our fin how deep it ſtains ! 
And ſatan binds our captive ſouls 
Faſt in his ſlaviſh chains. 


2 But there's a voice of ſov*reign grace 
Sounds from God's ſacred word 
Ho! ye defpairing ſinners, come, 
And truſt upon the Lord. 


3 O may we hear th' almighty call 
And run to this relief! 
We would believe thy promiſe, Lord, 
O help our unbelief! 


4 Poor, guilty, weak, and helpleſs worms, 
Into thine hands we fall; 

Be thou our ſtrength and righteouſneſs, |, 
Our Saviour and our all ! 


H Y MN XXXII. 


I O COME, thou wounded Lamb of God, 
And waſh us in thy cleanſing blood 3 
Give us to know thy love, then pain 
Is ſweet, and life or death 1s gain, 


2 Take our poor hearts, and let them be 
For ever clos'd to all but thee : 
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Seal thou our breaſts, and let us wear 
That pledge of love for ever there. 


3 Ah, Lord! enlarge our ſcanty thought, 
To know the wonders thou haſt wrought ; 
Unlooſe our ſtammering tongues, to tell 
Thy love immenſe, unſearchable. 


4 Firſt born of many brethren thou, 
To thee both garth and heaven ſhall bow! 
Help us, to thee our all to give: 
Thine my we die! thine may we live! 


H * MN XXXIII. 
1 THERE! is A fountala fll'd with blood, 


Drawn from Immanuel's veins; 
And ſinners plung'd beneath that flood, 
Loſe all their guilty ſtains. 


2 The dying thiefrejoic'd to ſee 
That fountain in his day, 
And there may I, as vile as he, 
Waſh all my fins away. 


3 Dear -& jo - Lamb, thy precious blood, 
Shall never loſe it's pow'r, 


Till all the ranſom'd church of God, 
Be ſav'd to ſin no more. 
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4 Then in a nobler ſweeter ſong, 
PI fing thy pow'r to ſave; 
When this poor liſping ſtammering tongue 
Lies ſilent in the grave. 


H Y MN XXXIV. 


I FOR ever here my reſt ſhall be, 
Cloſe to thy bleeding fide 
This all my hope, and all my plea, 
For me the Saviour died! 


2 My dying Saviour and my God, 
Fountain for guilt and fin, 
Sprinkle me ever with thy blood, 
And cleanſe, and keep me clean, 


3 TH atonement of thy blood apply, 
Till faith to ſight improve; 
Till hope in full fruition die, 
And all my foul be love. 


H YT M N XXXV. 


1 PARK! the herald angels ſing, 
Glory to the new-born King! 
Peace on earth and mercy mild, 
God and ſinners reconcil'd, 


2 Joyful, all ye nations, riſe, 
Join the triumph of the ſkies ; 
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With the heavenly hoſt proclaim, 
«© Chriſt is born in Bethlehem!“ 


Chriſt, by higheſt heaven ador'd ; 
Chriſt, the everlaſting Lord 

Late in time beheld him come, 
Offspring of a virgin's womb. 


Mild, he lays his glory by, 

Born, that man no more may die: 
Born to raiſe the ſons of earth, 
Born to give them ſecond birth, 


Come, defire of nations, come, 

Fix in us thy humble home 

Riſe, the woman's conquering ſeed, 
Bruiſe in us the ſerpent's head. 


HT MN XXXVI. 


HRK, the glad ſound, the Saviour comes, 
be Saviour promis'd long! 
Let every heart prepare a throne, 

And every voice a ſong. 


He comes the priſoners to releaſe, 
In Satan's bondage held ; 

The gates of braſs before him burſt, 
The iron fetters yield, 
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3 He comes, the broken heart to bind, 
The bleeding ſoul to cure; 
And with the treaſures of his grace 
T' inrich the humble poor. 


4 Our glad hoſannas, Prince of Peace, 
Thy welcome ſhall proclaim ; 8 

And Heaven's eternal arches ring 
With thy beloved name. 


H Y M N XXXVI. 


1 PLUNG?D in a gulph of dark deſpair 
P We wretched Inner lay, E 
Without one cheerful beam of hope, 

Or ſpark of glimm' ring day. 


2 With pitying eyes, the Px1Nce of grace 
Beheld our helpleſs grief, 
He ſaw, and (O amazing love!) 
He came to our relief. 


3 Down from the ſhining ſeats above, 
With joyful haſte he fled, 
Enter'd the grave in mortal fleſh, 
And dwelt among the dead. 


4 O! for this love, let rocks and hills 
Their laſting ſilence break, 
And all harmonious human tongues 
- The Saviok's praiſes ſpeak, 


— 1 


— 
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5 Angels! aſſiſt our mighty joys, 
Strike all your harps of gold; 
But when you raiſe your higheſt notes, 
His love can ne*er be told. 


H Y MN XXXVIII. 


I BEHOLD the Saviour of mankind 
Nail'd to the ſhameful tree 
How vaſt the love that him inclin'd 
To bleed and die for me ! 


2 Hark, how he groans! while nature ſhakes, 
And earth's ſtrong pillars bend! 
The temples veil in ſunder breaks, 
The ſolid marbles rend. 


3 *Tis done! the precious ranſom's paid, 
Receive my ſoul,” he cries ! 
See, where he bows his ſacred head ! 
He bows his head and dies. 


4 But ſoon he'll break death's envious chain, 
And in full glory ſhine: 
O Lamb of God! was ever pain, 
Was ever love like thine! 


H Y M NN XXXIX. 


I WIEN I ſurvey the wond”rous croſs 
On which the Prince of glory died, 
My richeſt gain T count but loſs, 
And pour contempt on all my pride. 
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2 Forbid it, Lord, that I ſhould boaft 
Save in the death of Chriſt my God : 
All the vain things that charm me moſt, 
I facrifice them to his blood. 


3 See from his head, his hands and feet, 
Sorrow and love flow mingled down ! 
Did e'er ſuch love and ſorrow meet, 
Or thorns compoſe ſo rich a crown? 


4 Were the whole realm of nature mine, 

That were a preſent far too ſmall  ' 
Love ſo amazing, ſo divine, 

Demands Wy Rea: WY Mie, my all. 


HTT MN XL 


I ALAS! and did my Saviour bleed ? 

And did my Sov*reign die? 
Wou'd he devote that ſacred head 
For ſuch a worm as If © 


2 Well might the ſun in darkneſs hide, 
And ſhut his glories inz 
When Chriſt the mighty maker died, 


= 
— 


For man the creature's ſin! 


3 Thus might I hide my bluſhing face, 
While his dear croſs appears; 
Diſſolve my heart in hal fulneſs, 
And melt mine eyes to tears, 
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4 But drops of grief can neꝰ er repay 
The debt of love I owe; 

Here, Lord, I give myſelf away, 
O help me ſo to do! 


H YIM N XII. 
1 FROM Salem's gate adyancing flows 
What object meets my eyes 
What means this majeſty of woe? 
What mean theſe mingled cries ? 


2 Who can it be that groans beneath 
A pond'rous croſs of wood | 
Whoſe ſoul's o'erwhelm'd c? can of death, 
And body's bath'd in blood? 


3 Is this the man, can this be he, 

The prophets have foretold, 

Should with tranſgreſſors number'd be, 
And for their crimes be ſold ? 


4 Yes, now I know *tis He, *tis He, 
E*en Jeſus, God's dear Son; 
Wrapt in mortality to die 
For crimes that I have done. 


5 O! bleſſed fight, O! lovely form, 
To ſinful ſouls like me! 
My ſoul! creep near him as a worm 
And ſee Him die for thee. 


— > ——— — 
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H F M . 


I Now to the Lamb, that once was ſlain, 
Be endleſs bleſſings paid; f 
Salvation, glory, joy remain 
For ever on thy head. 


2 Thou haſt redeem'd us by thy blood, 
And ſet the priſoners free; 
Haſt made us kings and prieſts to God, 
And we ſhall reign with thee, 


H Y MN XLIIL 


I HE dies! the friend of ſinners dies! 
Lo! Salem's daughters weep around! 

A ſolemn darkneſs veils the ſkies! 

A ſudden trembling ſhakes the ground! 
Come, ſaints, and drop a tear or two 

For him who groan'd beneath your-load ; 
He ſhed a thouſand drops for you, 

A thouſand drops of richer blood! 


2 Here's love and grief beyond degree, a” 
The Lord of Glory dies for man ! 
But lo! what ſudden joys we ſee; 
Jeſus the dead revives again! 
The riſing God forſakes his tomb, 
The tomb in vain forbids his riſe ! 
Cherubic legions guard him home, 
And ſhout him welcome to the ſkies ! 


3 Break off your tears, ye ſaints, and tell 

How high our great Deliverer reigns! 

Sing how he ſpoil'd the hots of hell, 
And led the monſter, Death, in chains ! 

Say, Live for ever, wond'rous King, 
Bon to redeem, and ſtrong to fave!” 

Then aſk the monſter, ** Where's thy ſting ? 
And where's thy victory, boaſting grave! 


0 


HT NN N NN: 


UR Lord is riſen from the dead, 
Our Saviour is gone up on high: 


The powers of hell are captive led, 
Dragg'd to the portals of the ſky, 


2 There his triumphal chariot waits, 
And angels chauat the ſolemn lay; 
Laft up your heads, ye heavenly gates, 
Le ſeverlaſting doors, give way. 


3 Looſe all your maſſy bars of light, 
And wide unfold th' etherial ſcene ; 
He claims thoſe manſions as his right, 
Receive the King of Glory in. 


4 Who is the King of Glory, who? 
The Lord, that all his foes o'ercame z 

The world, fin, death, and hell o'erthtew, 

And Jeſus is the conqueror's name. 
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5 Lo! his triumphal chariot waits, 
And angels chaunt the ſolemn lay: 
Lift up your heads, ye heavenly gates, 
Ve everlaſting doors, give way. 


6 Whois the King of Glory, who? 
The Lord of glorious power poſſeſt: 
The king of ſaints and angels too, 
God over all, for ever bleſt! 


| H Y M N XLV. 
1 (FRANTED is the Saviour's prayer; 
Now deſcends the comforter 


Brings his ſayings to our mind: 
Heavenly teacher of mankind ! 


2 Come, divine and peaceful Gueſt, 
Enter now our waiting breaſt ; 
Holy Ghoſt, each heart inſpire, 
Kindle there the Goſpel fire. 


3 Now deſcend and ſhake the earth, 
Wake us into ſecond birth ; 
Now thy quick'ning influence give, 
Breath; and theſe dry bones ſhall live 


4 Brood thou o'er our nature's night, 
Darkneſs kindles into light ; 
Spread thine overſhadowing wings, 
Order from confuſion ſprings, 
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5 Pain and ſin, and ſorrow ceaſe, 
Thee we taſte and all is peace; 
Joy divine in thee we prove, 

ight of truth and fire of love. 


H Y MN XLVI. 


Lo! he comes with clouds deſcending, 
Once for favour'd ſinners ſlain ! 
Thouſand thouſand ſaints attending, 
Swell the triumph of his train: 
Hallelujah! 
Hallelujah! Amen. 


2 Every eye ſhall now behold him 
Rob'd in awful majeſty ; 
Thoſe who ſet at nought and ſold him, 
Pierc'd and nail'd him to the tree, 
Deeply wailing, 
Shall the great Meſſiah ſee, 


3 Now redemption long expected, 
See! in ſolemn pomp appear! 
All his ſaints by man rejected, 
Now ſhall meet him in the air! 
Hallelujah! 
See the day of God appear! 
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H Y M N XLVIL 


I E comes! behold the judge appear; 
H The ſeventh trumpet ſpeaks him near ! 
His lightnings flaſh, his thunders roll, 
How welcome to the faithful ſou] ! 


2 From heaven angelic voices ſound, 
Lo! the Almighty Jeſus crown'd ! 
Girt with omnipotence and grace, 
And glory decks the Saviour's face. 


3 Deſcending on his azure throne, 
He claims the kingdoms for his own : 
The kingdoms all obey his word, 
And hail him their tiiumphant Lord. 


4 Shout, all ye people of the ſky, 
And all ye ſaints of the Moſt High: 
Our God, -who now his right obtains, 
For ever, and for ever reigns. 


® 


HY M N XLVIII. 


I FEOW faſt my tears; the cauſe is great; 
This tribute claims an injur'd friend: 
One whom I long purſu'd with hate, 
And yet He lov'd me to the end. 


- 


When death his terrors round me ſpread, 
And aim'd his arrows at my head, 
Chriſt interpos'd, the wound He bore; 
And bade the monſter dare no more, 


2 Faſt flow my tears, yet faſter flow, 
Stream copious as yon purple tide, 
*T was I that dealt the deadly blow, 


I 


Keen pangs and agonizing ſmart 

Oppreſs his ſoul, and rend his heart; 
Whilſt juſtice, arm'd with Pow'r Divine, 
Pouts on his head what's due to mine. 


3 Faſt, and yet faſter flow my tears, 
Love breaks the heart, anddrains the eyes; 


His 


And pleading for his murd'rer dies! 


My 


Till he appears the ſinner's friend 
And gives me in a happy hour, 


"— 


I MY Saviour, thou didſt ſhed 


Od 


And let me hive to thee, 
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urg'd the hand that pierc'd his tide, 


viſage marr'd, towards heaven He rears, 


grief nor meaſure knows nor end, 


feel the riſen Saviour's pow'r. 
H Y MN XLIX. 


Thy precious blood for me; 
well within my worthleſs heart, _ % 
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2 Thou calleſt me, O Lord, 
To come to thee and live; 
I therefore come with all my fins, 
I know thou canſt forgive. 


3 And when this life is o'er, 
O may I dwell with Thee, 
Still worſhipping the bleſſed Lamb, 
Who liv'd and died for me. 


. 


i A WAKE our ſouls, away our fears! 
Let every trembling thought be gone: 
Awake, and run the heavenly race, | 
And put a cheerful cuurige on, 


2 True, 'tis a ſtraight and thorny road, 
And mortaj ſpirits tire and faint 3 
But ſeſus is che mighty God, 
Who feeds the ſtrength of every ſaint. 


3 From thee, the ever-flowing ſpring, 
Believers drink a freſh ſupply ; 
While ſuch as cruſt their native ſtrength, 
Will melt away, and droop, and die. 


4 Swift as an eagle cuts the air, 
O may. we mount to thine abode ! 
On wings of love our ſouls ſhall fly, 
Nor tire amidſt the heavenly road! 
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I RISE, my ſoul, and ſtretch thy wings, 
Thy better portion trace; 
Riſe from tranſitory things, 
Towards heaven thy native place. 
Sun, and moon, and ſtars decay, 
'Fime ſhall ſoon this earth remove: 
Riſe, my ſoul, and haſte away 
'To ſeats prepar'd above. 


2 Ceaſe, ve pilgrims, ceaſe to mourn z 1 
Preſs onward to the prize; 

Soon the Saviour will return 
Triumphant in the ſkies : 

Yet a ſeaſon, and you know 
Happy entrance will be given, 

All our ſorrows left below, 
And earth exchang*d for heaven. 


HN W NU 


I He ! ev'ry one that thirſts draw nigh, 
| (is God invites the fallen race; ) 
Mercy and free ſalvation buy, 
Buy wine, and milk, and goſpel grace. 


2 Come, to the living waters, come, 
Sinners obey your maker's voice, 
Return ye weary. waad'rers, home, 
And in icdeeming love rejvICe, 
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3 See, from the rock a fountain riſe ! 

| For you in healing ſtreams it rolls ! 

Money ye need not bring, nor price, 
Yelab'ring, burthen'd, ſin- fick ſouls, 


4 Nothing ye in exchange ſhall give; 
Leave all ye have, and are, behind: 

Freely the gift of God receive, 
Pardon and peace in Jeſus find. 


HY MN Lit 


I BLOW ye the trumpet, blow, 
The gladly-folemn ſound ; 
Let all the nations know 
To earth's remoteſt bound, 
The year of jubilee is come; 
Return, ye ranſom'd finners home ! 


2 Jeſus, our great High-Prieſt, 
Hath full atonement made ; 
Ye weary ſpirits, reſt; 
Le mourning ſouls, be glad; 
The year of jubilee, &c. 


3 Ye ſlaves of fin and hell, 
Vour liberty receive; 
Secure in Jeſus dwell, 

And on his fulneſs live: 

The year of jubilee, &c. 


E 
4 Extol the Lamb of God, 
The great atoning Lamb; 
Redemption in his blood 
Throughout the world proclaim: 
The year of jubilee, &c. 


HY MN Lv. 


1 QINNERS, obey the goſpel-word ! 
Haſte to the ſupper of your Lord: 
Be wiſe to know your gracious day ! 
All things are ready; come away. 


2 Ready the father is to own 
And meet his late returning ſon ; 
Ready the loving Saviour Ronde, | 
And ſpreads for you his bleeding hands. 


3 Ready the ſpirit of his love 
Awaits, the ſtony heart to move 
To ſprinkle the atoning blood, 
And waſh, and ſeal you ſons of God. 


4 Ready for you the angels wait, 
To triumph in your bleſt eſtate : 
With harps of gold, they long to praiſe 
The wonders of redeeming grace. 


5 Come then, ye ſinners, to your Lord, 
To kappineſs in Chriſt reſtor'd; 
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His proffer*d benefits embrace, 
And freely now be ſaved by grace, 


* 


HY MN LV. 


r VE wretched, hungry, ſtarving poor 
Y Behold a royal featt . : 
Where mercy ſpreads her bounteous ſtore 

For ev'ry welcome gueſt, 


2 See, Jeſus ſtands with open arms; 
He calls, he bids you come: 
Guilt holds you back, and fear alarms ; 
But ſee, there yet is room. 


3 Room in the Saviour's bleeding heart, 
There love and pity meet 
Nor will He bid the ſoul depart, 
That trembles at his feet. 


4 In Him the Father, reconcil'd, 
Invites the ſoul to come; 

The rebel ſhall be call'd a child, 

And kindly welcom'd home, 


5 O come, and with his children taſte 
The bleſſings of his love; 
While hope attends the ſweet repaſt 
Of nobler joys above. 
g 
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6 There, with united heart and voice, 
Before th' eternal throne, 
Ten thouſand thouſand ſouls rejoice, 
In extaſies unknown. 


5 Ten thouſand times ten thouſand more 
Are welcome ſtill to come; 


Ye longi g ſouls the grace adore z 
Approach, there yet is room. 


H Y M N -LVI. 


5 COME, weary ſouls with ſins diſtreſt, 
Come, and accept the promis'd reſt; 
The Saviour's gracious call obey, 

And caſt your gloomy fears away. 


2 Oppreſs'd with guilt, a painful load 
O come, and one your woes abroad; 
Divine compaſſion, mighty love 
Will all the painful load remove, 


3 Here mercy's boundleſs ocean flows, 


To cleanſe your guilt and heal your woes, 
Pardon and hfe, and endleſs peace ; 


How rich the gift! how free the grace! 


4 Lord, we accept with thankful heart, 
The hope thy gracious words impart z 
We come with trembling, yet rejoice, 
And bleſs the kind inviting voice, 
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5 Yes, Saviour ! let thy powerful love 
Confirm our faith, our fears remove; 
And ſweetly influence ev'ry breaſt, 
And guide us to eternal reſt, 


H Y MN LVIL 


O Thou that hear'ſt when finners cry, 
Tho' all my crimes before thee lie, 

Behold me not with angry look, 

But blot their mem'ry from thy book. 


Tho' I have griev'd thy Spirit, Lord, 
His help and comfort ſtill afford : 

And let a wretch come near thy throne 
To plead the merits of thy Son. 


My foul lies humbled in the duſt, 

And owns thy dreadful ſentence juſt : 
Yet view me, Lord, with pitying eye, 
And fave the ſoul condemn'd to die. 


Then will I teach the world thy ways, 
Sinners ſball learn thy ſov'reign grace: 
I'll point them to my Saviour's blood, 
And they ſhall praiſe a pard*ning God. 


6 O may thy love inſpire my tongue, 
Salvation ſhall be all my ſong; 

And all my pow'rs ſhall join to bleſs 

The Lord, my ſtrength and righteouſneſs, 
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H Y MN LVIIl. 


i TESU! Redeemer, Saviour, Lord, 
The weary ſinner's fiiend ; 
Come to my help, pronounce the word, 
And bid my troubles end, 


2 Thy pow'rful ſpirit can ſubdue 
Unconquerable fin : 
Cleanſe this foul heart, and make it new, 
And write thy law within, 


3 Bound down, with twice ten thouſand ties, 
Vet let me hear thy call; 
My ſoul in confidence ſhall riſe, 
Shall riſe, and break thro' all, 


4 Thou canſt o'ercome this heart of mine, 
Thou canſt victorious prove; 
For everlaſting ſtrength is thine, 
And everlaſting love. 


H Y M N LIX. 


I COME, ye that love the Lord, 
| And let your joys be known; 

Join in a ſong with ſweet accord, 

While ye ſurround 12 throne. 


= 
2 The God that rules on high, 
That all the earth ſurveys, 
That rides upon the ſtormy ſky, 
And calms the roaring ſeas: 


3 This awful God is ours, 
Our God of boundleſs love; 
He will ſend down his heav'nly pow'rs 
To carry us above. 


4 Then let our ſongs abound, 
And ev'ry tear bedry; 
We're marching through Immanuel's ground 
To fairer worlds on high. 


HY N IX. 


1 TY God, the ſpring of all my joys 
M The life of my delights, a 
The glory of my brighteſt days, 

And comfort of my nights, 


2 In darkeſt ſhades if thou appear, 
My dawning is begun ; 
Thou art my ſoul's bright morning ſtar, 
And thou my rifng ſun. | 


3 The op'ning heav'ns around me ſhine 
With beams of ſacred bliſs, 
If Jeſus ſhews his mercy mine, 
And whiſpers I am his, 


"RP 
4 My ſoul would leave this heavy clay 
At that tranſporting word, 
Run up with joy the ſhining way, 
To ſee and praiſe my Lord. 


5 Fearleſs of hell and ghaſtly death, 
I'd break through every foe z 
The wings of love and arms of faith 
Should bear me conq'ror through. 


H T M N IXI. 
WHEN darkneſs long has veil d my mind, 


And ſmiling day oace more appears, 
Then my Redeemer, then I find, 
The folly of my doubts and fears, 


2 Strait I upbraid my wand'ring heart, 
And bluſh that I ſhou'd ever be 
So prone to act ſo baſe a part, 
And harbour one hard thought of Thee. 


3 O let me then at length be taught, 

What ſtill I am fo flow to learn, 
That God is Iove and changes not, 

Nor knows the ſhadow of a turn. 


4 Sweet truth, and eaſy to repeat, 
But when my faith is ſharply try'd, 
I find myſelf a learner yet, 
Unſkilfu!, weak, and apt to ſlide, 
E 2 
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5 But Oh! my Lord, one look from Thee 
Subdues the diſobedient will, 
Drives doubt, and diſcontent away, 
And thy rebellious worm is ſtill, 


5 Thou art as willing to forgive, 
As Jam ready to repine; | 
Thou therefore all the praiſe receive, 
Be ſhame, and ſelf-abhorrence mine. 


H Y MN LXII. 


r A WAY, my unbelieving feat! 
Let fear in me no more take place; 
My Saviour doth not yet appear, 
He hides the brightneſs of his face: 
But ſhall I therefore let him go, 
And baſely to the tempter yield ? 
No, in the ſtrength of Jesus, no! 
I never will give up my ſhield. 


2 Away, each unbelieving fear, 
Let fear to cheering hope give place; 
My Saviour will at length appear, 
And ſhow the brightneſs of his face: 
Tho' now my proſpects all be croſt, 
My blooming hopes cut off I ſee, 
In Jeſus ſtill I'll place my truſt, 

Whoſe boundleſs love can reach to me. 
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43 In hope, believing againſt hope, 

His promis'd mercy will I claim ; 

His gracious word ſhall bear me up 
To ſeek ſalvation in his name: 

Soon, my dear Saviour, bring it nigh ! 
My ſoul ſhall then outſtrip the wind, 
On wings of love mount up on high, 
And leave the world and fin behind, 


IX MN. LAH 


I HAPPY ſoul, that free from harms, 
Reſts within his Shepherd's arms ! 

Who his quiet ſhall moleſt ? 

Who ſhall violate his reſt? 


1 O that | might ſo believe, 
Stedfaſtly to Jeſus cleave; 
Free from fin and ſervile fear, 
Have my Saviour ever near, 


3 Jeſus, ſeek thy wand'ring ſheep, 
Bring me back, and lead, and keep; 
Let me know my Shepherd's voice, 
More and more in thee rejoice. 


4 O that I at laſt may ſtand 

With the ſheep at thy right hand; 
Take the crown ſo freely given; 
Enter in by thee to heav'n. 
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HT M N LXIV. 


I SWEET is the work, O God, our King! 
To praiſe thy name, give thanks and ſing; 

To ſhew thy love by morning light, 

And tell of all thy truth by night. 


Sweet is the day of ſacred reſt : 

Drive earthly care from every breaſt ; 
And let our hearts in tune be found, 
Like David's harp of ſolemn ſound, 


Our hearts ſhall triuniph in thee, Lord, . 
And bleſs thy work, and bleſs thy word: 
Thy works of grace, how bright they ſhine! 
How deep thy counſels! how divine ! 


O, may we ſee, and hear, and know, 
What mortals cannot reach below ! 
May all our powers find ſweet employ 
In Claiſt's eternal world of joy! 


HT MIN LXV. 


| O RENDER thanks to God above, 
Phe fountain of eternal love, 

Whoſe mercy firm thro' ages paſt 

Has ſtood and ſhall for ever laſt, 


Who can his mighty deeds expreſs, 
Not only vaſt, but numbetleſs? 


L 


What mortal eloquence can raiſe 
His tribute of immortal praiſe ? 


3 O] may l worthy prove to ſee 

Thy ſaints in full proſperity ! 

That I che joyful choir may join 

And count thy people's triumph mine. 


4 Let I/rae!'s God be ever bleſt, 

His Name eternally confeſt; 

Let all his ſaints with full accord, 
Sing loud Amens—Praiſe ye the Lord. 


OOO ST: VB 
I PRAISE the Lord, who reigns above, 


And keeps his courts below z 
Praiſe our God of boundleſs love; 
And all his greatneſs ſhew, 
Praiſe Him fur his noble deeds, | 
Praiſe Him for his matchleſs pow'r : 
UHim from whom all good proceed:, 
Let earth and heav'n adore. 


2 Publiſh, ſpread to all around 
The great Immanuel's name: 

Let the goſpel trumpet's ſound, 
Him Prince of peace proclaim: 

Praiſe Him, ev'ry tuneful ſtring, 

All the reach of heav'nly art; 

All the pow'rs of muſic bring, 
The muſic of the heart. 
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3 Him in whom they move and live 
Let ev'ry creature ſing: 
Glory to our Saviour give, 
And homage to our King. 
Hallow'd be his name beneath, 
As in Heav'n on earth ador'd: 
Praiſe the Lord in ev'ry breath; 
Let all things praiſe the Lord! 


H Y MN LXVII. 


i ]'LL praiſe my Saviour while I've breath, 
And when my voice is loſt in death, 
Praiſe ſhall employ my nobler pow*rs 
My days of praiſe ſhall ne'er be paſt, 
While life, and thought, and being laſt, 
Or immortality endures, 


2 Happy the man whoſe hopes rely 
On Iſrael's God; he made the ſky, 
And earth, and ſeas, with all their train: 

His truth for ever ſtands ſecure ! 
He ſaves th* oppreſt, he feeds the poor. 
And none ſhall find his promiſe vain, 


3 The Lord pours eye- ſight on the blind; 
The Lord ſupports the fainting mind; 
He ſends the lab*ring conſcience peace, 
He helps the ſtranger in diſtreſs, 
The widow and the fatherleſs, 
And grants the pris'ner ſweet releaſe, 


2 
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H Y MN LXVIII. 


WE * immortal praiſe, 
o God the Father's love; 
For all our comforts here, 
And better hopes above. 
He ſent his own 
Eternal Son, 
To die for fins 
That man had done, 


To God the Son belongs 
Immortal Glory too, 
Who bought us with his blood, 
From everlaſting woe. 
And now he lives, 
And now he reigns, 
And ſees the fruit 
Of all his pains; 


To God the Spirit's name, 
Immortal worſhip give; 
Whoſe new-creating pow'r 
Makes the dead inner live, 
His work compleats 
The great deſign, 
And fills the ſoul 
With joy divine. 
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H Y MN ILXIX. 


I LORD of the worlds above, 
| How pleaſant and how fair 
The dwe'lings of thy love, 
Thine earthly temples are ! 

To thine abode 
My heart aſpires, 
With warm deſires 
To ſee my God, 


2 O happy ſouls that pray 
bh oor God y ee to hear ! 
happy men that pa 
Their 3 ſervice there ! 
They praiſe thee till ; 
And happy they 
That love the way 
To Zien's hill. 


3 They go from ſtrength to ſtrength 
Thro' this dark vale of tears, 
Till each arrives at length, 

Till each in heaven appears: 
O glorious ſeat, 
When God our King 
Shall thither bring 
Our willing feet 
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4 God is our ſun and ſhield, 
Our light and our defence; 
With gifts his hands are fill'd, 
We diaw our bleflings thence ; 

He ſhall beſtow, 

On Jacob's race, 
Peculiar grace, 

And Glory too. 


H 7 N . 


I LIGHT of theſe whoſe dreary dwelling 
Borders on the ſhades of death, 
Riſe on us, thy ſelf revealing, 
And diſperſe the clouds beneath: 


2 The new heaven's and earth's Creator, 
In our deepeſt darkneſs riſe! 
Scattering all the night of nature, 
Pouring eye-ſight on our eyes! 


3 Still we wait for thine appearing, 
Life and joy thy beams impart; - 
Chaſing all our fears, and cheering 
Every poor benighted heart, 


4 Come, and manifeſt the favour 
Thou haſt for the ranſom'd race: 

So ſhall we exalt the Saviour, 
Sing the wonders of thy grace, 
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H Y MN IXXI. 


I THERE is a land of pure delight 
Where ſaints immortal reign; 
Infinite day excludes the night, 
And pleaſures baniſh pain. 


2 There everlaſting ſpring abides, 

And never-with ring flowers: 
Death, like a narrow ſea, divides 

This heav'nly land from ours. 


3 Sweet fields beyond the ſwelling flood 
Stand dreſs'd in living green: 
So to the eus old Canaan ſtood, 
While Jordan roll'd between, 


4 But tim'rous mortals ſtart and ſhrink, 
To croſs this narrow ſea, 
And linger, ſhiv*ring on the brink, 
And fear to launch away. 


5 Could we but climb where Meſes ſtood, 
And view the landſkip o'er, 
Not Fordan's ſtream, nor death's cold flood, 
Should tright us from the ſhore, 
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HTT MN LXXII. 


I HARK in the wilderneſs a cry 
It ſhakes the mountains, rends the earth; 
The King appears, behold Him nigh 
The God by nature, man by birth, 


2 Run to and fro, ye heralds run, 
Proclaim 3 prepare the way! 
Redemption's glorious work's begun, 
And who his potent arm ſhall ſtay! 


3 Make ſtraight the paths before his feet, 
And ev'ry obſtacle remove; 


Drop down, ye hills, your cumb'rous weight, 


And bow before Redeeming Love. 


4 Then ſhall the lowly valley riſe, 
Its budding honours ſpring to view 
Swift the Creating. Fiat flies, 
And all is bliſsful, all is new. 


5 Know'ſt thou the meaning, nature's child? 
Know'ſt thou the import of the cry? 
Thy heart's the deſart waſte and wild; 
To which Immanuel draws nigh. 
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6 Mountains of Unbelief and ſin 
Before him ctumble into duſt; 
Thy humbl'd heart ſhall then begin 
His all-teſtoring hand to truſt, 


7 By him exalted, know thy ſtate, 
A garden rich in fruit and flow'r 
Thy gracieus Maſter's lov'd retreat, 
The wender of Redeeming Pow'r. 


HT MN LXXIII. 


1 SOURCE of light and pow*'r divine; 
Deign upon thy truth to ſhine. 
Lord, behold thy ſervant ſtands 
Lo! to Thee he lifts his hands : 
Satisfy his ſoul's defire ; 
Touch his lip with holy fire, 


2 Give him, Saviour! to proclaim 
Free Salvation thro* thy name: 
And thyſelt in peace appear, 
Every drooping heart to cheer : 
Preſent to each waiting ſoul, 
Breathe thy ſpirit thro the whole; 
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N. T. u N LEV; 


I LORD, diſmiſs us with thy blefling, 
Fill our hearts with joy and peace ; 
Let us each, thy love poſſeſſing, 
Triumph in redeeming grace: 
O reireſh us! 
Travelling thro? this wilderneſs, 


2 Thanks we give, and adoration, 
For thy Goſpel's joyful found : 
May the fruits of thy ſalvation 
In our hearts and lives abound : 
May thy preſence 
With us evermore be found ! 


3 So, whene?er the ſignal's given, 
Us from earth to call away; 
Borne on angels' wings to heaven, 
Glad to leave our cumbrous clay, 
May we ready, 
Riſe and reign in endlefs day! 


BHY-:M-N-LEXV; 
Z SEP, gracious Gon, before thy throne 


Thy mourning people bend! 
"Tis on thy fovereiga grace alone 
Our humble hopes depend, 
F 2 
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2 Tremendous judgments from thy hand, 
Thy dreadful power diſplay; 
Yet mercy ſpares this guilty land, 
And till we live to pray. 


3 What num'rous crimes increaſing riſe, 
Thro' this apoſtate iſle ! 
What land fo favour'd of the ſkies, 
And yet what land ſo vile: 


4 O turn us, turn us, mighty Lord, 
By thy reſiſtleſs grace; 
Then ſhall our hearts obey thy word, 
And humbly ſeek thy face. 


MN LI. 


J GREAT Ruler of the earth and ſkies, 
A word of thy almighty breath 
Can fink the world, or bid it riſe; 
Thy ſmile is life, thy frown1s death, 


2 When angry nations ruſh to arme, 
And rage, and noiſe, and cumult reigns, 
And war reſounds its dire alarms, 


And ſlaughter ſpreads the hoſtile plains 


3 Thy ſovereign eye looks calmly down, 
Ard marks their courſe, and bounds the it power: 
Thy word the angry nations own, 
And noiſe and war arc heard no more, 


L 65 J 
4 Thou good, and wiſe, and righteous Lord, 
All move ſubſervient to thy will; 
And peace and war await thy word, 
And thy ſublime decrees fulfil, 


5 To thee we pay our grateful ſongs, 
Thy kind protection ſtill implore; 
O may our hearts, and lives, and tongues, 
Confeſs thy goodneſs and adore. 


Sailors H Y M N LXXVII. 


1 | ESUS, at thy command, 
I launch into the deep: 
And leave my native land, ) 
Where fin lulls all aſleep: | 
For thee I would the world reſign, 
And fail toheaven with thee and thine. 


2 Thou art my pilot wiſe ; 
My compaſs is thy word: 
My ſoul each ſtorm defies, 
While I have ſuch a Lord! 
I truſt thy faithfulneſs and power, 
To ſave me in the trying hour. 


Tho? rocks and quickſands deep 
Thro' all my paſſage lie: 

Yet Chriſt will ſafely keep, 
And guide me with his eye, 


3 
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My anchor hope ſhall firm abide, 
And 1 each boifterous ſtorm outride, 


4 By faith I fee the land, 
The port of endleſs reſt : 
My ſoul, thy ſails expand, 
And fly to ſeſus' breaſt! 
O may I reach the heavenly ſhore, 
Where winds and waves diſtreſs no more ' 


5 Whene'er becalm'd I lie, - 
And al! my ſtorais ſubſide ; 
Then to my ſuccour fly 
And kcep me near thy ſide; 
For more the treacherous calm I dread, 
Than tempeſts burſting o'er my head, 


6 Come, holy Ghoſt, and blow 
A proſperous gale of grace, 
Watt me from all below, 
To heaven, my deſtin'd place ! 
Then, in full ſail, my port I Il find, 
And leave the world and fin behind. 


Mufician's H Y MN LXXVIII. 


I HOU God of harmony and love, 
** Whoſe name tranſports the ſaints above, 
And lulls the raviſh'd ſpheres, 
On thee in feeble ſtrains 1 call, 
And mix my humble voice with ail 
Thy heav'nly choriſters, 
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2 If aught I know the tuneful art, 

To captivate an human heart, 
The glory, Lord, be thines 

A fervant of thy bleſſed will, 

] here devote my utmoſt ſkill, 
'To ſound the praiſe divine, 


2 With Tubal's wretched ſons no more 


proſtitute my ſacred pow'r, | | 
To pleaſe the fiends beneath, 

To modulate the wanton lay, 

Or ſmooth with muſic's hand the way 

To everlaſting death, 


4 Suffice for this the ſeaſon paſt: 
I come, great God, to learn at laſt 
The leſſons of thy grace; 
Teach me the new, the Goſpel-ſong, 
And let my head, my heart, my tongue 
Move only to thy praife, 


g Thine own muſician, Lord, inſpire, 

O may I, fill'd with ſacred fire, 
Repeat the Pſalmiſt's part! 

His fon and thine reveal in me, 

And fill with ſacred melody 
The fibrgs of my heart, | 


5 O might I with thy ſaints aſpire, 
The meaneſt of that dazzling Choir, \ | 
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Who chaunt thy praiſe above; 
Mxt with the bright muſician band, 
May I in holy raptures ſtand, 

And fing the ſong of love, 


7 What extaſy of bliſs is there! 
While all the angelic concert ſhare, 
And drink the floating joys ! 
What more than extaſy, when all 
Struck to the golden pavement fall 
At Jeſus' glorious voice. 


8 O might I die that awe to prove! 
That proſtrate awe which dares not move 
Before the great Three One, 
To ſhout by turns the burſting joy, 
And all eternity employ 
In ſongs around thy throne, 


DOXOL OG Y. LXXIX. 


PE AIS E God from whom all bleſſings flow ! 
Praife him all creatures here below 

Praiſe him above ye heavenly hoſt ! 

Praiſe Father, Son, and Holy Ghoſt! 


Holy, holy, holy Lord God of hoſts! 
heaven and earth are full of the ma- 


Jeſty of thy glory! Hallelujah! Amen. 


Page. Hymn, 

A 
ALAs and did my Saviour bleed 34 40 
Awake our ſouls, away our fears 42 50 
Away, my unbelieving fears - 52 62 


Beloved Saviour, faithful friend 1 
Before Jehovah's awful throne - "20 
Behold the Saviour of mankind - 33 38 
Blow ye the trumpet, wy - 44 53 


Come, let us join our cheerful ſongs = 5 3 
Come, holy Spirit, come = 0 19 20 
Children of the heav'nly king - 22 24 
Come, weary ſouls with fins diſtreſt - 47 56 
Come, ye that love the Lord - - 49 59 


F | 
From all that dwell below the ſkies - 9g. 8 
Father, how wide thy glory ſhines - 12 12 


Father of our dying Lord - *-- 

For ever here my relt ſhall be - 30 34 

From Salem's gate advancing flow = 35 41 

Flow faſt my tears, the cauſe is great 40 48 
G 


Grateful notes and numbers bring 10 10 


IN D E X. 


Glory be to God on high = 

Great God to thy Almighty love = 

Guide us, O thou great [Jehovah = 

God moves ina myſterious way = 

Granted is the Saviour's prayer 

Great Ruler of the earth and ſkies - 
 » 

Holy Lamb, who thee receive - 

How ſad our ſtate by nature is = = 

Hark! the herald angels ſing - 


Hark! the glad ſound, the Saviour comes 31 


He dies ! the friend of ſinners dies! = 
He comes ! behold the judge appear - 
Ho ! ev'ty one that thirſts draw nigh - 
Happy ſoul, that free from harms - 


Hark in the wilderneſs a cry - 
| I 

Jeſus, thou art our king = - 

Jeſus, lover of my ſoul - - 


Tetu ! Redeemer, Saviour, Lord — 
I'{I praiſe my Saviour while I've breath 
Jeſus, at thy command - - 


Lo ! he comes with clouds deſcending 

Lord of the worlds above 

Light of thoſe whoſe dreary dwelling 

Lord, diſmiſs us with thy bleſſing = 
M 


My Saviour, thou didſt ſhed - 
My God, the ſpring of all my joys - 
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IND E X. 
N 
No let us raiſe our cheerfu! ſtrains - 
Now begin the heavenly theme - - 
Now to the Lamb that once was ſlain 
O 

O come, thou wounded Lamb of God, 
Our Lord is riſen from the dead - 
O thou that hear'ſt when ſinners cry 
O render thanks to God above = - 
| P 
Plung'd in a gulph of dark deſpair = 
Praiſe the Lord, who reigns above - 
Praiſe God from whom all bleſſings flow 

| R 


Rejoice, the Lord is king - = 
Riſe, my ſoul, and ſtretch thy wings 
; IM 


Salvation ! O the joyful ſound - 
Shout, for the bleſſed Jeſus reigns = 
Sinners, obey the Goſpel-word - 
Sweet is the work, O God, our King 
Source of light and pow'r divine 
See, gracious God, —_ thy throne 


Thou God of power and God of love 
To God the only wiſe - - 


The God of Abrah'm praiſe 
Thou very paſchal Lamb = = 
'Thro? all the changing ſcenes of life 


23 
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IN D E KX. 


Thy ways, O Lord, with wiſe 3 23 
There is a fountain fill'd with blo 

There is a land of pure delight - — 60 
Thou God of harmony * love - 66 


Where two or three, with ſweet accord 7 
Wait, O my ſoul, thy Maker's will 21 
Where'er, O Lord! we turn our eyes 27 
When I ſurvey the wond'rous croſs =- 33 
When darkneſs long has veil'd my mind 51 
Me give immortal praiſe — 57 


Ye wretched, hungry, ſtarving poor 46 
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